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THE BISEXUALS 

by George Bishop 

A well-known authority on sexual abberrations 
reveals the bizarre world of double deviates: actual 
case histories of men and women who seek physical 
pleasure both homosexually and heterosexuallv. 

Based on the painstaking research of the Western 
Adult Institute’s Study On Sexual Incompatibility, 
The Bisexuals is written in non-techniea! language 
for the layman. 75c 
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"It’s Great”, say these 
sophisticated young 
Americans although IT 
is still their biggest problem ! 


^VSThat’s the trouble with sex? We 
asked a thousand college students, 
and they told us in no uncertain 
terms. 

But before we get too deeply into 
the subject, let us quickly point out 
that many of the men and women we 
interviewed found no trouble with sex 
at all. These students were somewhat 
surprised and a little annoyed at our 
implication that sex is troublesome. 
“Sex is good,” said a dimple-cheeked, 
little redhead. "It’s A O.K.,” added 
a willowy blonde. “There’s not a thing 
the matter with it,” thundered a foot- 
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jitepox sndnrep 


ball player. “It’s nice,” agreed a tall, 
skinny, shy boy. 

These were young people in our 
sample who have had a wholesome 
upbringing in connection with sex — 
whose parents have not been ashamed 
of sex, and so have had no cause to 
hide it or be secretive. For them, sex 
is something wonderful, something 
that can move the world, something 
that provides for intimate self-expres- 
sion and exciting personal growth. 

Lining up against these optimists, 
however, we found a much larger 
group, who, while they agree that sex 

Article I By Peter Van Petkov, Ph.D., Counseling Psychologist 
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Article by Mike Edwards 

It's not ivlio tcin.s, but how the (fame is sinned! 









AFTER TOO 


REVOLUTIONS, THERE COMES A MADNESS WITH ONLY SLIGHTLY VARYING DETAILS. 


The .sun was already hot and white on 
the plaster of the buildings and on the 
stones when Blue came down the hill 
from the hotel. At the foot of the hill 
where the breakwater began its long 
graceful curve out through the lovely 
blue water, darker on the sea side but 
still the same blue, the soldier with the 
young beard saw that he was not carrying 
the typewriter and was disappointed. 

In the dust of the street a one-eyed game 
cock wallowed luxuriantly, and in the 
shade across the street several people of 
the village stood respectful of the soldier, 
and sitting on the rocks far out at the 
end of the breakwater, the mad girl 
was singing. 

The soldier who was guarding the 
breakwater said gaily to hide his 
disappointment, “Today you will not 
write of the revolution.” 

“No,” Cameron Blue said. “I a in 
a historian. I do not write of revolutions 
any more. Only of people.” 

“It is the same thing,” the soldier said. 
“I believe it is the same thing.” 

“It is possible,” Blue said. “At least it 
is not impossible if you have a certain 
frame of mind.” 

“Yes,” the soldier said. “I believe — ” 


“That is the frame of mind,” Blue 
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ANZAC MICHAEL ANGELO 

by Charles Rayburn 

Critics have dubbed him the Mad Sculptor from Down Under. But to most 
he’ll be known as the creator of Australia’s most controversial nudes ! 












“Yes, she's extremely bright. I taught her all I know!" 
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shouldn’t. The image of ■ 

ih, self-assured lady-killer may not be V 


Ivy League, 

girls are a real problem. Perm 
comes as a surprise, but it shouldn’t, 
the Ivy Leaguer as a smooth, si 

totally incorrect, but it ignores one important factor. We haven’t got enough 
ladies to kill — not even enough to threaten, for that matter. 

The seriousness of this problem varies for students in the different Ivy League Schools. 
For men at Yale, Princeton, and Dartmouth, there aren’t even any pretenses to be made — 
there are no girls in these colleges, period. Harvard, Brown, Cornell and Columbia have a 
different problem. These arc co-educational institutions. They have men, and those other 
things. Those other things are the “girls” who can qualify for admission to an Ivy League 
college, and they have a great deal of trouble qualifying as real women at the same time. 

I am not suggesting that Ivy League students don’t pursue the fairer sex, or that they 
don’t enjoy that pursuit fully. As a junior at Yale, I would be foolhardy to make such a 
suggestion. My friends are of the opinion that any affront to their collective virility is cause 
for the sort of direct retaliation which I am not built to withstand. 

We get dates; we even get married. But these things do not come easily. One does not 
walk over to a sorority house on a Friday evening to pick up one of the cheerleaders. (Pick- 
ing up the cheerleaders at Yale has been frowned upon for years.) Indeed, in most Ivy 
League schools, one cannot find a date even by walking all the way across town. Solving the 
female problem involves determination and resolve, money and imagination. In sum, it in- 
volves Road Trips. 

Road Trip: Where that term comes up, or how long it has been used, is a mystery. But 
“road trip” is the answer. It began, I imagine, when some well-heeled Old Blue decided that 
Saturday night in New Haven was a bit out of the question, and that the only way to remedy 
the matter was by hopping into the Stutz and whipping over to Poughkeepsie (i.e., Vassar 
College). If my calculations of the Stutz’s top speed and prc-1920 road conditions in that 
part of the world are at all accurate, it was probably about a twenty-hour road trip — by 
modern standards, not out of the question, but a little extreme. 

Whether it started in a Stutz or a Stanley — no matter. The institution now thrives as an 
integral part of the Ivy scene, ranking with Brooks Bros, and Bermuda in the spring. And 
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And like ai 
institution, 

the stuff of its own perpetuation, 
freshman at Yale, for example, is given a 
introduction to the road trip during his first few weeks ii 
New Haven, when several busses haul him and his friends off to Vassar 
— now about two hours away by bus. (Though this could hardly be termed the 
genuine article, the discovery that beer can be bought near the Vassar campus for the return 
to New Haven soon gives the affair a very authentic road-trip aura.) Assuming that Yale 
admissions office has done its job, and the new freshmen are indeed young men of taste and 
sophistication, this inocuous beginning becomes a watershed — nothing is the same after- 
wards. New converts have been won over to replace those who had graduated the previous 
June. Like Yale itself, the road trip is an indestructible institution. 

There are definite patterns to today’s road trips. Yale men seem to favor Smith, Vassar, 
Connecticut College, Bennett and Briarcliff Junior Colleges. The Dartmouths go heavy on 
Colby Junior College (a mere 40 minutes away), also Smith and a bit of Mt. Holyoke, and 
all of the Boston schools. Princetonians have a unique problem — only extra-curricular organ- 
izations are allowed to have cars on the campus, and qualifications for the rank of “extra- 
curricular organization” are difficult to meet. The sons of Nassau still manage to turn up 
around the circuit, however, most often in the southern area of what might be termed the 
Circle Pin Belt. (Such a description is means to have no connotation in regard to the relative 
purity of the girls at these schools. The circle pin has long since lost its symbolistic mean- 
ing, and I would say that virginity in these places is definitely on the wane.) (continued m page so) 



Ahere was a time when changes 
in men’s fashions were about as rare 
as the dodo bird and sure-fire front- 
page news. No longer. We have wit- 
nessed almost as* many changes in 
the fashionable plummage of the 
stronger of the species as there is 
for the womenfolk. 

With everything about a man from 


his hat to his shoes changing with 
the weather, TOPPER decided to 
check on what we believe no other 
men’s magazine has done: What's 
in, foot fashionwise? 

With colors like a spectrum and 
patterns that would dazzle a snow- 
flake maker, the modem sock is 


probably the least celebrated part 
of man’s wardrobe. And that's a 
shame, for the lowly (pun not in- 
tended) sock as we know it today 
is a marvel of soft, foot-soothing 
comfort — and what's best of all, one 
doesn't even have to remember one’s 
size any more! All this, thanks to 
the stretch fabric miracle. 

But foot fashions have a definite 
place. The over the calf is still very 
much in for suits, thus allowing no 
bit of leg to show when a gentleman 
sits. Black or blacker browns and 
blacker blues are the only colors for 
these. In sporty fashions, however, 
there is no limit in either colors, pat- 

what we consider the living end was 
a new terry cloth stretch sport sock. 
Sort of like getting your sweaty 
stompers all nicely dried even as you 
plod over the golf course, court, or 
gyin floor. 

So what else is new? Socks with 
holes other than the one where you 
place your foot are definitely out 
this season! So are bare feet! 


Between you and the pavement, 
there's a bright spot in your wardrobe! 
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When a guy comes home after a 
long day at the office, what does he 
do? Why, he changes into his eve- 
ning finery and prepares for a night 
on the town. And the bachelor girl, 
what does she do? Well, if it hap- 
pens to be luscious Monica Strand, 
she slips out of something uncom- 
fortable and wonders what to do 
with herself. 

Monica, you see, is facing one of 
those rare evenings without a date. 
Comes the question: spend it alone 
for a change? Impossible. The 
phone is sure to ring, or someone 
will pop in unexpectedly, or some- 
thing . . . and then the gay whirl- 
wind will start again full cycle. An 
evening alone? Out of the question. 
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COUNT ’EM, COUNT ’EM.. ONE, TWO, THREE, FOUR COLORS^. 
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Bui some mysterious set of cir- 
cumstances lias already dictated 
Monica’s fate for this evening. No 
phone calls. No doorbell. Nothing. 
Puzzled, Monica falls into a pen- 
sive mood. Maybe an evening alone 
would be good for a change . . . no. 
solitude is a girl's worst enemy. Get 
out the little white book. Hmmmin 
. . . Bill, Jack, Eddie, Hal, Marty, 
George. Ceorge. Mental note: Wall 
Street, new T-Bird, Brooks Broth- 
ers, Park Avenue; last date, the 
theater, Sardi’s, Toots Shor's. 

“George? Hi. Monica. Yes, just 
sitting here. No. Oh, you are? You 
do? Oh. I see. Sure, George, ‘Bye.” 

Well, that settles it. It’s going to 
be a nice quiet evening at home. 
No use fighting it. After all, a girl 
can’t expect to be busy every night. 
But it would have been- nice. The 
last time George was over . . . oh, 

But now the evening has slipped 
away and Monica sits in front of 
her window, reflecting on other 
nights. It’s good that a girl has her 
memories to keep her company in 
such lonely times as these. 

And then, to bed. Tomorrow is 
another night! 
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Liquor may be quicker. .. but a beard is almost a guarantee 


capism practiced so adroitly by friend, 
Walter Mitty, and in the hidden re 



better. These individuals have re 
vealed themselves to be the supei 
ficialists that you have no need o 
Never take them back. 

The crucial test concerns your wif 
or loved one (or both). Does she tr 
to understand your searching out? j 
If thing have gone badly, isn't it he 
' ’ to stand by you? Has she den: 


bad limes _ 
Perhaps it is be 




them 


ie first ten days will 
is will have resolved 


t. The 


have been endured. 

from the razor. Insert's new blade, 
preferably the new super-sharp stain- 
less. Wait! Before a single stroke of 
the razor, there is a decision to be 


wiM undoubtedly hold your head a 

rraJWrt ^mg’itWe'tom^Bowery! 


Will 


Obviously those round of face will 
find advantage in the elongated beard; 
those sparse of topside turf will be 
tempted to permit the thicker, fuller, 
cheek-warming sides. A small man 
would noUwant to appear top-heavy. 

There is another aspect needing to 
be considered. What is your own self- 
image now? Would you want to re- 
mold it? Your beard can give you the 
feeling, as well as the appearance, 
of the rugged Yukon explorer and 


dren. Of course, if it’s merely the mat- 
ter of a fiancee, then you arc already 
gaining the benefits of your new life. 
How much worse it would have been 
to uncover disloyalty after that fateful 

And your boss— will he raise a fuss? 
Some have been known to. Remember. 

against discrimination, as we all full 


aws, if you’re still willing tc 

Df course, it’s all right for the 
to have their moustaches. 


wish to assume the personality of the 
sophisticated intellectual. All of this 
calls for clever, even artistic scissors 
and razor manipulation. This, how- 
ever, should cause no anxiety, for the 
required skills will come with patience 

Once the trim begins, the commit- 
back. Thus, to avoid tragic error, the 

successful) will first employ theserv- 
ices of a. fine portrait photographer 

so 8x10s, the more varied the poses 
the better. The photos must be done in 
a non-glossy finish in order to best ac- 
commodate the quick-drying ink of 
the felt pen. This device will enable 
you to envision the many possibilities 
of beardedness. Further, to stimulate 
your imagination, it might be well to 
select for scrutiny the photos or draw- 
ings of other bearded beings, as found 
in magazines and newspapers. Your 
>m, incidt 


keep a full beard? Perhaps 
you win want the sleek and elegant 
Van Dyke? Should you or shouldn’t 
you eliminate the growth under the 

Abjcctively, almost scholarly, you 

fleeted in, a full length mirror. Forget- 
ting the hairy growth, if you can, con- 
centrate your attention on the general 
configuration of the body, then on the 


iume that the decisions 
de. that time has passed, 
i has been correctly se- 


wearing his personality oi 

admire. There are pitfalls that would 
entrap you, that would desecrate your 


GET YE A BEARD 
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MINSKY BACK ON BROADWAY 


Tit famed Burlesque Landmark has a Sew Leek today- bat bate bosoms remain basic. 





TOPPER 
THROWS A 
HALLOWEEN 
BASH! 


ALL THE FUNNY-FACED 
CREW MADE MERRY, 
BUT THE NICEST WITCH- 
ES OF THEM 
ALL STOLE THE SHOW! 


Quite a few years back, Halloween meant only 
one thing to the young gang: A wild, prepubescent 
Walpurgisnacht of waxing glass surfaces and 
performing the unwanted chore of garbage dispersal 
—usually all over some guy's front lawn. 












collective TOPPER 


That kind ot mischief may be be- 
hind us, but there was a distinctly 
unique way that we could celebrate 
All Saints' Eve (for that indeed is 
what Halloween is!) that would not 
only appeal to our own somewhat 


light to the readers. 

A Halloween Ball! 

And so, with photographer Jim 
Sullivan and luscious models Gloria 
and Pam, plus sundry hip friends 
and a swinging pad, TOPPER brewed 
up this special Halloween bash. 

Naturally, any party given by us 
starts out with enough decorum to 



















From the corner of our discerning 
editorial eye, we caught sight of a 
friend pouring the remaining orange 
juice over our Pam, which seemed a 
shame at first, until we noticed that 
the wench loved every minute of it. 
Reason? There was a Roman-style 
bath tub and shower on which she 
had her eye all night, and the orange 
dunking proved just enough excuse 
for her to indulge. 

The rest? 

Now we aren’t saying things about 
anyone, and we won’t name names, 
and we won’t tell exactly what hap- 
pened, but after the party was over 
and the dim light of dawn came fil- 
tering through the sky, somebody 
threw a pumpkin at us — filled with 
newt toes, spider legs, rat hairs, eye 
of owl, and . . . well, you know! 
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with figure models traipsing 
around Florida, plot would si 
a yacht, aud sundry' o 
around Florida, plat wouiu seem to 
be the least important part of the 
sixty-three minutes of "au natural 
color" on film. It is. John Ford won’t 
lose any sleep over this one. 

Still. NS does provide one worthy 


director Larry YVolk's 

Wagner’s March 
but stark naked, brid 
The film stars Mai 
forty-nine other buxoi 
produced by Irving 
Beautiful Films, Inc. 


well worth 
effort: a grand 
, complete with 
d white veiled, 
del 'X'uff said! 
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FLORIDA WITH ANDREA 

a wintery citizen’s divine discontent 


Just three minutes alone with Andrea Gilbert, a lass from sunny 
hlorida, is enough to explode the old “beautiful-but-dumb” gen- 
eralization. For this statuesque enchantress is as nimble top-story 
as she is everywhere else. About the encyclopedia of trivia most 
chicks keep stored in their head she knows virtually nothing. But. 




the arrangement of your genes, and she comes on like gangbusters. 
Don’t misunderstand. She’s not rusting away between the covers 
of a book night after night. She can and does make the Modern 
Miss America scene with the best of them. What sets her apart 
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ELEPHANT RACING? 
NO JOKE IN CALIFORNIA! 



_ hundering down the Los Alamitos Race 
Track in Anaheim, Calif., the heavy sound of 
hoofs echoed in the grandstands as the spec- 
tators cheered ecstatically. But this crowd of 
15,000 college students didn’t cheer for anv 
horses they bet on— but for their favorite ele- 
phants! 

Unusual even for California, the Second An- 
nual Intercollegiate Elephant Race drew eleven 
entries in three classes: varsity, junior varsity, 


and freshman. But “Modoc,” the 5Jj-ton entry 
from Long Beach State College, was scratched 
before he even started. 

Modoc last year turned the derby into a near 
riot when he jumped the track and nearly 
mowed down a line of bystanders on his way 
to the paddock. 

This year there were only two casualties. 

The first was elephant handler Ray Rodman, 
who led seven-ton "Toughie” around the Los 






At the starting line (above), a trio ot pachyderms pets last 
minute words from their trainers. Smiling bravely (right), a 
coed driver puts her hand into the beast's mouth to teed him. 
Without driver (below), a baby elephant hies it before the crowd. 




in the true elephant race spirit, a short time 
later with a heavily bandaged foot. 

The other casualty was prettier, at least — 
namely Miss Bonnie Lynne Volk. Bonnie was 
the 20-year-old mahout for “Bimbo,” the tiny 
l/s-ton entry from Sarah Lawrence College. 
Bonnie and Bimbo were wearing a matching 
pair of aqua stretch pants. Bimbo's pair sur- 
vived nicely — but, alas, poor Bonnie! 

Bonnie was riding on Bimbo's head when he 
suddenly lurched, and Bonnie found herself on 
the ground — with a pair of stretch pants split 
from stem to stern — and, alas, poor Bonnie 
without any underpants. 

But, after all, it was an elephant race, and 
one should expect these things, in California, 
anyway. It’s all part of the tradition. 
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CIGARETTES 

photos and text by Jim Sullivan 

Smokes that swing ... and where to get them 

Would you ever consider sticking a chocolate bar in 
your mouth and putting a match to it? Of course not! 

But in effect that is what you are doing nearly every 
time you light an American cigarette. The “pure tobacco” 
taste you read about in the ads is as obsolete as high 
button shoes. 

Once the secret of making good cigarettes was in the 
careful selection of tobaccos, proper aging and then the 
final rolling that produced a cigarette that tasted like 
a cigarette. 

Today, without exception, American cigarette manu- 
facturing plants are really little more than chemical labor- 
atories. All sorts of flavoring agents are added to our 
American tobaccos to give you that “rich, smooth taste”. 
Such elements as chocolate, licorice, glycerine, menthol 
and various other plant extracts are then mixed into the 
tobaccos before this conglomerate mess ultimately comes 
out in ciga rette form. 

DEL MUNDO 

One manufacturer advertises on his package that his 
cigarettes are a blend of “Turkish and domestic tobaccos” 
—and certainly they are, but the percentage of Turkish in 
them is quite small. Most American cigarettes are mainly 
Burley tobacco, simply because it is the most absorbent 
and will soak up all the flavoring agents. , 

Years ago domestic manufacturers used imported tobac- 
cos but the depression years forced them to use home 
grown varieies. Then the “taste craze” came on use and 
Burley became the only suitable tobacco for this use. 

All of this brings us to our point— Americans are used 
to smoking cigarettes that only slightly resemble tobacco 
as far as taste is concerned. However, there are still a 
few of us who enjoy the taste you can get only from pure 
unadulterated tobacco. To satisfy the desire for a real 
cigarette, we must seek out those few stores who realize 
that there are some “real smokers” left in this country 



and purchase imported cigarettes. 

The making of cigarettes in most foreign countries is 
still what we might call an “art” rather than a “science”. 
The tobacco takes precedence over everything else that 
goes into the making of a smoke. 

Foreign cigarettes are made from basically three types 
of tobacco. British manufacturers use mainly Virginia 
tobacco. Most European makers use the smaller leaved 
Turk ish varieties, with the exception of the French 
tobacco companies who rely mainly on Algerian and 
Moroccan tobaccos from the colonies. Cigarettes from 
the Orient are often a combination of many of these 
tobaccos and a given brand of cigarettes may change from 
time to time in make-up. 

With only a few kinds of tobacco and no additional 
flavoring agents it might seem that there would be a 
sameness to many imported cigarettes, but this is not 
true. The bouquet, flavor and aroma produced by burn- 
ing tobacco is entirely dependent on the growing of that 
tobacco. Just as in the making of fine wine, where the 
selection of grapes is so important, so is the selection of 
tobacco important in cigarette making. Tobaccos of a 
given variety will vary with the climate and soil in which 
they are grown. Aging also has much to do with the result- 
ing smoke from a tobacco. 

Trying to advise one on the cigarette to smoke is like 
telling someone how much sugar to use in their coffee, 
but we can guide you to smoking pleasure. Cigarettes 
made from the Virginia tobaccos are the mildest when 
compared to other American types. However, even this 
difference is amazing. You will find your first lungs-full 
of tobacco smoke very invigorating. This is what smoking 
is all about you will find. 

If you desire something with more flavor, may I suggest 
one of the European cigarettes made from Turkish. Here 
is a real smoke that will satisfy the most particular 
smoker. Full, rich flavor that lets you know you are smok- 
ing something other than a chemist’s delight. 

However, for the man who wants the epitome of smok- 
ing pleasure, only one answer -French cigarettes. These 
robust sticks are made from the choicest Algerian and 
Moroccan tobaccos. These tobaccos are grown in hot 
dry desert areas of the colonies which results in their 
overwhelming “tobacco taste”. 

On the distaff side I think its worth mentioning the 
“perfumed” cigarettes that are so delightful to the ladies. 
While you will probably find them revolting yourself, they 
seem to have a Euphoric effect on the gals. No bachelor’s 
pad should be without at least one pack to intrigue your 
next female visitor. The selection of a pack of perfumed 
cigarettes can be governed by your own likes in aromas. 
You will find rose, violet, gardenia, amber and many other 
varieties to choose from. 

So get with it, no more smoking chocolate bars -down 
to the nearest tobacconist for some real smoking delight. 






When Charlie Bates graduated from 
college he was commissioned a Second 
Lieutenant in the United States Air 
Force. After a month’s training in 
Texas he was sent to a Tactical Fighter 
Wing in England as a Public Relations 
Offcer. He spent his first night in the 
BOQ and remarked that the blankets 
in England smelled the same as those 
in San Antonio. The next day he moved 
off-base and took a room at “The Fox 
and Hounds” in a nearby village. 

He bought a bicycle from the pub- 
keeper, and on his third day of duty 
pedalled two miles to the base. It was 
the cheapest, most refreshing way he 
could think of to commute. 

The Air Policeman at the 
main gate saluted 
sharply as Charlie sailed 
past, just a^ he was shift- James D. Houston 



ing into second gear to take a short hill 
that separated the gate from the rest 
of the station. Charlie returned the 
salute, but had to use his shifting hand; 
the gears slipped; he lost his momen- 
tum, britfly lost his balance and nearly 
fell over. The hill’s incline slowed him 
down. He lowered a foot to steady him- 
self, and stopped. “You can 
stand at ease,” Charlie 
told the guard. 

“Shall I call the motor 
pool, sir?” 

Charlie was aboard again and pedal- 
ling hard to take the hill. “I’ll make it,” 
he said. 

But it was a tough hill. He hadn’t 
ridden a bike in years. When he 
reached his office his thighs were so 
pumped up he thought his trousers 

WOUld Split. mntirmedm next page 




BY JOVE, IT’S JUNE! 


June Palmer is the most. June Palmer 
is almost beyond the power of description. 
June Palmer is to London what Jayne 
Mansfield is to Dallas, what branch water 
is to bourbon, what nitro-methane is to 
midget racers, or, very simply what a flesh- 
and-blood dream girl is to every man. 

And that was just the first impression we 
had of this lissome young charmer from the 
merry old town of Big Ben and a circus 
called Picadilly. But just in case you think 
our enthusiasm was misted over by the 
famous London fog, forget it. Our cham- 
pagne flight landed us in such scorchingly 
bright sunlight that we had to dig down 
and retrieve our favorite pair of Los Angeles 
sunglasses. 

Levity aside, however, we were sent to 
London to do an interview with the most 
popular model in that swinging town. It 
took all of twenty minutes and as many 
phone calls to as many different photogs 
to determine that the gal’s name was June 
Palmer— the vote was unanimous. 

Another quick call which established our 
interest in her as a brand new men’s mag 
in the United States gained us an immedi- 
ate entry. With address in hand, we hacked 
(taxied to you, yank) over to her apart- 

“Hello, love,” she smiled at us. Brighten- 
ing to the greeting, we introduced our- 
selves. The greeting “love” was not quite 
what we imagined. It’s a cliche kind of 
thing used by Londoners the same way we 
use honey or babe. Drat! 

“I’m just dying to go to America,” this 
June-oh-esque gal told us even before we 
sat down. “I’ve heard so much about the 
really swinging guys there.” 

She took our blank look as something to 



This maid in Merrie Olde England has 
the Crown Jewel spot as the isle’s top model 
and she wants to come to America! 


“You know,” she smiled sweetly, “I was 
given to understand that every American 
correspondent who wants an interview with 
a foreign girl expects her to say something 
kooky like that. There, I’ve said it. But is 
it true?” 


We made a hasty explanation of the facts 
of American night life, love life, courting 
life, and the typical ( topper! ) life. She 



seemed even more pleased than before. 

“Actually,” she said, “I’m not really con- 
templating any kind of permanent relation- 
ship while my career is on the up. But I 
would like to take a crack at the modeling 
bit in America.” 

We agreed that it would be the greatest 
loss to the woman-lovin’ men of the world 
since Anthony snagged Cleo or Dick 
hooked Liz if she did not come to the land 
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of the New Frontier. 

“To tell the truth, I’ve already made 
arrangements to come to Hollywood to do 
some modeling and take a few bit parts in 
some video series. Do you think they’ll 
like me?” 












To which question we expounded with 
all the glowing commentary of our friends 
at the Chamber of Commerce, the local key 
club and the < topper ) at our favorite 
bar, that she would indeed be well liked. 

“That makes me very happy to hear” 
June said. “But how does one get to be 
known . . . you know . . . known to the right 
people?” 

Easv, we explained, all the right people 
read ( topper ) . 

She gave us a delighted expression and 
told us to proceed with the necessary poses 
for a proper introduction through the pages 
of the magazine. That’s it— but we’ve still 
not recovered completely! 







a short course in 
the lost art of 


BOTTO 

PINCHIN 



n as bottom pinching become a lost art? 

Or is it, at best, a dying form of masculine appreciation practiced by what few remain of the 
mischievous oldguard? 

As a woman whose bottom has not been nipped in a goodlong while, I had philosophically 
accepted the fact that my posterior had lost its pinch appeal. ( I do recall something very near a 
pinch at a cocktail party about a year ago. But in good conscience it could not be called an un- 
qualified pinch. ) 

The possibility that bottom pinching as a mode of expression has fallen on hard times came 
to my attention one evening when my husband and I were dining out with his man-about-town 
younger brother. 

The waitress seemed exceedingly disinterested in our efforts to attract her attention. Finally 



I said to my debonair brother-in-law “Why don’t you pinch her bottom as she goes by, and maybe 
we’ll get some service?” 

At this remark his face became suffused with an extremely pained expression. Oiie would 
think I had suggested he tuck his napkin in his collar, or drink from his fingerbowl. 

“ Nobody pinches bottoms any more,” he said with quiet emphasis. 

I expressed amazement at this, but as I have the greatest respect for his opinion in these mat- 
ters I asked, “Well, what do you do instead?” 

He carefully explained that the pinch is old-fashioned (in the extreme) and has been updated 
into a simple, meaningful pat on the posterior. 

This surprised and at the same time consoled me. Whereas formerly I had taken it on faith 
that somewhere, somehow bottoms were being pinched while mine was being neglected, I now 
took comfort in the fact that the frequent pat I received was equivalent in value to the old-fash- 
ioned pinch. 

I have since pursued this question more completely, and have consulted waitresses, cocktail 
hostesses, secretaries and other women in fields where the incidence of bottom pinching would be 
likely to be highest. 

I have now come to the conclusion that my brother-in-law is right. Except for a few unre- 
constructed old bottom pinchers (who immediately brand themselves as being as much outside 
the pale of sophisticated society as one who would wear a bib-sized tie with the Golden Gate 
bridge on it, or eat peas with his knife) no one actually pinches bottoms any more. 

So let me mourn the passing of the Golden Age of Bottom Pinching with a tribute to a man 
of my little town who was a renowned practitioner of the art. 

There was hardly a woman in the town who had not been accorded this flattering form of 
salutation. He practiced it not so much as an affectionate prelude as (if you’ll pardon my saying 
so ) as an end in itself. 

It was just as apt to transpire in the cold light of day outside the post office, or in front of the 
meat counter of the general store, as in the dim light of a cocktail party. 

The pinch, to be delivered with proper elan, was always accompanied by a roguish leer. It is 
doubtful if any woman so favored was displeased, though some felt obliged to feign disapproval. 

But alas! Bottom pinching, with many other of the finer things of life, has gone the way of 
the diamond stickpin, the waxed moustache and the more ornate forms of chivalry between the 
sexes. 

Women of the world can only sigh with nostalgia. 


TOPPER 65 




"...and this one has very low mileage— never on Sunday!" 
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THE MAKING 
OF A 
SORORITY 
QUEEN 



Sometimes it’s hard to tell who’s 
the maker and who’s the made! 










MOOD JOCULAR 

Here are record titles for every taste- 
and we mean like every, man! 
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BREATHTAKING, SCANDALOUSLY 
LUXURIOUS, SHOCKINGLY NEW, 
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the Staten Island Feiry for several trips 
back and across, and then up the 
Taconic State Parkway to Poughkeep- 
sie, driving on twi inches of packed 
snow, to get the lady in question back 

° As 3 \ve said goodbye in the lobby of 
her dorm at 8:30 in the morning, my 
neighbor noticed the absolute plethora 
of young ladies gaping at the two of 
us and our stilMressed-to-the-teeth 


“What’s 
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any women at all. Indeed, nerther is 
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they might even turn our schools into 
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"Shall I wet ray lips?" 






if you cafch anything, catch TOPPER! 
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